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Old Town and had to be rationed even for us. I was nauseous.
"Here, drink this," a man said, and he poured down my throat a glassful of water with mint in it I swallowed and brightened up. With my mouth refreshed, I looked at my savior He was nothing but a collection of bones, somehow held together to form a long, lean body. He resembled Don Quixote sot much that I could never think of him under any other name.
Someone thrust a piece of chocolate in my hand, muttering, "Here, have some We got lots of it from the Ger-
mans/'
I held up the chocolate, and my nausea returned Then Don Quixote gave me another glass of mint water, and this time it really put me on my feet I felt well enough to answer questions about the situation in my district of Powisle and in the center of the city The defenders of the Old Town were full of hope and cocksure of themselves.
"As long as we can get some sleep onfce in a while, everything will be well," they said. ~WeTl hold on, don't worry, until the Russians come *
We reported to the head nurse of the hospital established since the Uprising in Fulae/s wine cellars, and found about a hundred nurses there swaying on their feet from overwork and lack of sleep. Don Quixote was there, too. It appeared that he was one of the doctors Our contingent took over the wards from the Old Town nurses, Tketze was plenty of work, but everything was well organized. No one was panicky in the Old Town. The cellars were so deep and the wafls so thick that the racket of fine and bombs hardly readied us.
In a corner there was a bed in which a man ky covered with a fancy pink honeymoonish blanket pulled over his